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In the Beginning 


Author's Notes: 
Löng story again! Pay attention tö the nuances and enjöy the show! 


Ps: if yöu dislike subjects like murder, crime scenes, drugs and sé ön, take carel 
l'm trapped in the worst situation ever. If the cops find out or my psychologist denounce me to authorities, l'm 
going to be in jail forever..or worst! I'll be deadl 


But before | tell you my daily life since my biggest fuck up ever made, let me tell the BEFORE and the 
ACTUAL SHIT, 


Before | was even in LA, | loved to think that I'd end all my problems by killing the bullies, bitches who didn't 
want to date me, teachers, and so on. | would only curse and the word that spread in those little towns were 


"Frankie is a mean boy!" But | think they never thought I'd go so far. 


My grandpa gave me a knife when | was a pre-teen, and my world went downhill. Now | could kill. My blood 


would boil in pleasure just by imagining throats being cut, blood everywhere, screams as the last thing they 
see is a maniac grin in my face. | had even a method. signature for murdering! 


My name would be Nikki Sixx. I'd meet the victim, make three cuts: two parallels in a diagonal from upper right 
to lower left and one, also diagonal, but from upper left to lower right. That would be two Xs, markings that 
the person is Sixx's next prey. Letting the person go and tailing it until | can get the right moment: all alone. 
Kidnapping and stabbing right in the heart would make it painful and in despair, screaming..ah, the teenage 


dreams! 


But | never thought | would actually have to do it. When | got to LA, | had to earn money, so | did what | knew. 


Became a hired murderer. The most feared around Sunset Strip. But it ran out of control. 


My next victim was a drug dealer named Rat-Tailed Jimmy. He was just a brat who wanted to make it in the 


scene. But the problem is: how do | catch him? 


| arranged a meeting, saying | was interested in his goods, but | was actually interested in the money | would 
receive from the hirer AND the drugs | would steal from him. After he got high, | marked him. However, | 


was also high, and ended up passing out? When | woke up, he was gone. 

| rushed outside and saw a man with the same white clothes as Jimmy and | was so mad that | didn't even 
checked the mark, just killed. When | checked..wrong guy. It was actually a doctor named James Nicholas. | 
apologized for the first time in my life, but | knew it was too late. The only thing he said was: 

"Take care of my patients for me please. | see good on your eyes. Be strong, man" 

| took his IDs, clothes, equipment..everything connected to being a doctor. Burned his body and pray for his 
soul, for the very first time | was praying! Dyed my hair black and stole some books related to medicine. | had 


to learn everything quickly! 


Ready or not, now | was Jimmy. Jimmy Nikki, or Dr. Feelgood for the close ones! 


He's the one the call Dr. Feelgood 


Author's Notes: 
FROM HERE ON, SAY GOODBYE FOR SWEET BOY NIKKI! Had some inspiration from a fic also called Dr. Feelgood 


(but this one is just a ginechologist). But above all, have fun! 


All dressed in white, here | go. My first day at my new "job". Nona always wanted me to be a doctor..well, now 
| am.not for legal paths, but here | am. Entering the front door and everyone is looking at me. Do they noticed, 
or it's like that to be a rich ass? | will have to know. 


"Good morning.Mary!" | check the girl's ID card hanging from her neck. She looks at me strangely. Now l'm 
fucked. 


"Hello Dr. James! How are you doing?" | feel relief flowing. | have to have an informant. Quickly! Or they will find 


out. If they find out, I'll be obligated to kill everyone in this hospital for me not to get caught. 
"Your first patient of the day is on room b. Good luck!" My God, here | go for sure! 


| entered and directed my attentions to the old man in front of me, bitching around because he was having 


migraine. What am | supposed to do? | greet him and make the whole check up. | don't know what to dol 
"Is it too serious, mister?" 
"Nah, dude! Just take some aspirin and be happy" | make the prescription ONE READY, | HAVE AT LEAST 6 PER 


Then came a boy with a broken bone, two pucking party-hards, one man with erection problems and, at the 


very end of the day, my reward! Check this out! 
"Hello Dr. Can | come in?" Says a sweet yet hot girl. 
"Yes, honey. Of course!" 


She sits and | can see that she's a bit uncomfortable. She blushes every time we make eye contact and she 


seems impatient. Her name was Elisa 


"So. What's your problem, my dear?" 


"'m.felling pretty sexually excited lately. But | don't seem to find any pleasure in having sex" She is as red as 
a tomato and plays with her hair. 


"Hum..can | examine you?" | ask. God, she ain't virgin, but she's completely unaware of what's a good fuck. 
She undresses and, oh goodness, I'll never complain about this job again! 


Elisa lays on the table as | close the door. Now no one will ever know what we would do. She spread her legs 


and I'm between them, feeling myself getting hard. 
"IIl touch you From now on, okay?" 
She just nods, but | notice she's blushing too much. 


| spread the pubian lips and then | can see the whole thing. So many pleasure buttons.which should | press 


first? Clitoris, maybe. 


| touch and get no reaction at all. AT ALL. | begin to run my fingers through it and she begins to quiver. Next 


level: finger her. 


| insert one finger and she moans a little. Interesting. It's not that she ain't capable of feeling pleasure, but she 


is such a hard girl that she blocks it! But lets break this shelll 


| insert one more, and then another and beging to move, and it's followed by moans and whines. | remove and 


prepare for some oral action 
"Wait! Whatch..AAAH!.Oh, doc, | love you!" 


Her legs wrapped around my neck as | eat her out just for little moment, because | can't ignore my hard on 


anymore. 
"Please dr. .have me already! That all | want now! Come on! Fuck me!" 


How can | deny such? Climbing on the table, | open up my zipper and prepare for what's next. Maybe being a 
doctor ain't that boring! 


"Oh, doc..0H..0H." She is moaning a bit two loud, so | put her socks in her mouth and began to thrust it in with 
my hand. She is in a utterly bliss. 


We finish before | cum. | don't want little kids saying that they are doctor Feelgood's! She dresses and sit by 
the table. 


"So..what's the diagnosis?" 


"You take it too seriously. Relax. You had multiple orgasms with me there! You block yourself too much. Go for 
a drink, find a handsome man and have the best fuck of your life. That's my prescription!" 


"Better than this one | think its gonna be hard!" 


NUNN NNNN NNN 


Going home, | wanted to stop by Whiskey for some fun, change theses clothes and be Nikki Sixx again. 


A gang stooped in front of the bar. | felt my blood rising again, that murderer feeling. | threw the hospital 
clothes and pulled out my knife. 


While | was there, cutting their flesh, hearing they scream, blood scattering, | felt young again. | was having 
fun! Fun in killing people! But it felt so good to look inside those desperate eyes as they hit the floor, with the 
double X right on the forehead! 


Beneath the hospital wear, | was wearing all leather. Black and red leather. | dipped my indexes in their blood 
and made a warrior paint and red lips. | was completely newly born now. No more "I kill for money", but "I kill 


for pleasure!" 


Don't go away mad 


Author's Notes: 
Now the downhill begins! Have fun! 


The pleasure of killing is something that is incapable of being described. It is worse than heroin, codein or any 
other heavy drug that you can think of. As it spreads through your body, you can feel how important you 
are. You are the last thing that the victim saw; you are the responsible for his or her eternal rest, so to say, 
no more stress or sadness, just freedom; you are the one who gave a meaning for this one's life, because 


what's life without death? 
This is how | used to think. 


As | worked in the hospital, saving lifes and being happy with smiles plastered on people's faces, my mood could 
change completely as | stepped out of the building. 


| could see love in my patients' eyes. And it wasn't in those with which | had sex with, but the one's who had 
someone to lean their heads on and shoulders to cry on. As much as it was gratifying, it was, unconsciously, 


destroying me. 


| had no one. Since | was very little, | was lonely, and that hadn't changed. | wanted to feel important to 


someone, and what's more important than being the one who literally takes your breath away? 


With this thought, | was killing daily. But the funny part is that | only did this to drug dealers, other murders, 
rapists and gang members. The sensation | could get after their death was the most intense I'd ever felt. 


Braveness, untouchable..feared. 


Word spread that the XX Killer was in town and was ready to put the bad guys on their place. But this didn't 
last long. When | couldn't find the kinds, the next one could be everyone that passed by. They would be given 


the double X of death and then, be free to be whatever, wherever or whoever they want. 


As for me, as | was getting even madder. My gaze changed, it was paranoiac now, and my smile was forced, 
but not when concerning the pleasure of death, with turned into a devilish grin or a demoniac laugh. | was 


Satan myself. 
People at the hospital started to notice my new manners. | was very reserved, but it turned to be a paranoia, 
| wasn't very deep, but now | would see simple questions about my day as a threatening menace to my cover 


up. | hadn't combed my dull black hair in days and hadn't had a nice night of sleep for weeks. | was a zombie. 


One day, | was talking to a nurse and she said: 


"You never socialize here, with us. Okay, okay, you're kind, gentle, polite.but you seem so distant!" 
| let tears fall down to the floor as | look at it. 

I'm unlovable and destructive." 

| held her head with both hands and kiss her head. 

"Don't ever worry about me. This would break you in pieces" 

She handed me a card as she wept. 

"Take this. You need it. Please." 

It read: 


DR. ALLISTER F. 
PSYCHOLOGIST 


WHO'S BETTER TO UNDERSTAND A UNSTABLE MIND THAN A MAD ONE? 


| decided to give it a try. 


The doctor is in 


Author's Notes: 

l'm nöt having THAT mich spare time, sé writing ön a regular basis is becéming difficult. Just letting you know 
that this sé-té-say short story might take the whéle semestre. But beside this, HAVE FUN AND TRY NOT TO 
GET MAD! 


| went to his place wearing the hospital clothes. | had to look normal until | opened out with him, so that he 

wouldn't run away! | could see skulls with inverted pentagrams, black candles, fake spider webs, a wall with a 
huge inverted pentagram painted in red on black.. A real horror scenery! 

He came out of his study and greeted me. He had the same puffball hairstyle as | did when dressed as Nikki 
Sixx, a Stones shirt and jeans beneath a white hospital coat. We were a bit alike, but there was something 


different somewhere that didn't bothered me that much. Maybe it was goodness in his heart. 


"Hello Dr. James Nicholas! Its such a pleasure having you here. Please, take a seat at that couch as we get to 


know more about you." 


He seemed like a psychopath. His intense blue eyes and that emphasis with that grin.made a serial killer afraid 
at first, but then.. It was an inspiration. 


There were two couches, one in front of the other. He sat in a plushy one, with pink and blue stings pinned to 
the black cloth and | sat on a black and white polka dot one. Everything was strange. 


"So doctor. What brings you here?" 

| took a deep breath and said it all at once. 

"My name is Nikki Sixx, | was a hired murderer but | accidentally killed Dr. James" 

He was startled, 

"Never heard this one! I'm becoming amused!" He let out a big smile. "Tell me more!" 

"But then my passion for killing showed again and | became an out of control serial killer. lm the double X guy." 
He startled again and let out a huge smile now. 


"My first serial killer! NICEIIII" He coughed and tried to be serious. " but you mentioned that your passion for 
killing showed AGAIN. Could you tell me more about it?" 


"Yes, but let me change my clothes, please. | hate seeing myself like this. | accepted this in respect for the life 
of an innocent that | killed, not because | wanted" And headed down the bathroom, from where minutes after | 


came back in my normal leather clothes, puffball hair and makeup. 


"Wow. A glam purk killer! | love this case already. Now tell me more about your tendency to become what you 


already and a little about your past for we to begin!" 


| talked about my past. I'll make a summary here. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


| was born to a nineteen-year-old mother and a forty-year-old father. My real name is Franklin Carlton 
Serafino Ferrana Jr. it was meant to be Michael, but my father named me after himself. Ten months later, 
there we were, my mom pregnant of their second child and me as a baby, but not a single clue of where he 


went. 

| think | was a nuisance for Deanna, my mother, because | would always end up in my grandparents’ house. 
Okay, | lived some time with my mom, but her boyfriends always treated us badly, introduced me to drugs at 
an early age, beat the hell out of us..so | was safe in the countryside with Nona and Tom. 

But there lived the bullies and there my passion for killing was born. | began to think about them dead and 
when, at the age of fourteen, | went to live with mom again, in Seattle, this was established as a characteristic 
of mine. 

When she treated me badly because of her alcoholism, I'd cut myself and call the cops blaming her. When 
people treated me badly, I'd throw rocks on them. When a girl didn't want to lay with me, I'd spread out that 


she was a whore..there was Nikki Sixx even when | was being called Frankie. A lonely heart. 


After | moved to LA, it got worse, and here | am, 22 years of pure madness. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


"Yep. You've got some reasons here. You aren't unlovable. You just haven't met someone who could love you" 
"But Nona does love me! And that didn't help at all!" 

"Because you needed more! Nikki, you must find real love. So your homework, as an exercise is trying to see 
how much you mean to other people. This might help you a little while we don't get down to work on your 


homicidal side." 


"But people are dying because of me!" 


"Do you know what is the biggest problem on earth?" 
"What? I'm really beginning to think you're just mad" 


‘Its my problem. Because without solving it, | can't see things clearly. Now get out of here because I've got 


other clients!" 


He was right about solving the problem. Maybe this psychology thing really could help me. But it was just an 
appointment per week, and it was going to take me a lot of hard work. Not even did | know that it was my only 


session with the real Dr. Allister F. 


5.0.8. (Same Olt Situation) 


Author's Notes: 
As previdusly said, I'm sorry för late Updates! I'm being really busy and sémetimes | jüst don't have time tö 


write this down. But here it is, a new chapter! Enjoy! 


Dr. Allister's POV 


Nikki was a strange fellow. He kinda puzzled me..still puzzles! He really had a psychopath inside him, telling him 
"DO THIS! DO THAT! LET'S SET THE WORLD ON FIRE!". However, above all things, | saw a broken heart. As the 
Beatles once said, and Sixx knows this pretty well, all you need is love. If you think l'm joking, try to imagine the 
world without love. It's impossible! Now you've experienced his view. He never trusted anyone, cooperated with 
anyone, loved anyone or let be loved! He had built an armor to protect his tiny and passionate heart, but that 
was suffocating it. 


"Wow, Dr. Allister! All of this in one appointment! Tell me your address and number for me to have one too!" 


That's what you're thinking. But, my good friend, that would turn out to be impossible..with your earthly body. 


Yes, you're talking to a ghost right now. And I've studying and taking care of Nikki since we met. He was a good 
case and | wanted to know how to treat him, but | ended up liking the lil fellow! 


Now I'm gonna tell you how | died. 


Ah! And before | forget to tell you. F stands for Fiend, which is my real race. You will notice that | can do 
some paranormal things, but l'm a good-hearted fiend! Okay, not that quite. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN 


Nikki had put my brains to work desperately. After all the clients of the day, | sat down and tried to find why 
he feels the need for killing. Found three possible reasons after 5 hours studying. It was eleven in the evening 


when my stomach began to protest against my studies-regimen. 


| went to the kitchen in order to try to find something to eat. | hadn't cooked that much in my life, I'd usually 
buy food or make one dinner that lasted the whole week, but that was the day in which my fridge was empty. 
Okay, I'd have to buy it! 


| put on my converse and made my way out. The restaurant was almost in front of my house/job, it was just 
crossing a street in which once in a while a car passed by. Even so, | always checked the both sides before 


crossing, but that day, | saw a snake going out. | was hellish afraid, so | ran. 


Bad thing, 


At this moment | saw something..something good for Nikki.his heart calming down.a smile and a laughter..but 


there were two people..and then my hands were all covered in blood as | felt a acute pain as | breathed. 


An out-of-control van hit me in the real life. | felt my bones being broken and a broken rib penetrating my 


lungs, alongside a fractured skull. | met my match. 
A desperate young man, | can say teenager because he had just turned I8, came out, already crying. 
"I'm sorry mister! Oh, God! You're too hurt! l'm gonna find a telephone to call the ambulance and.” 


| shushed him. | saw another thing, and | had to do this. 


"Take my IDs, documents, keys.everything. | see good on you, fellow! And | need you to take care of a client of 
mine. He needs this therapy, but he just trusts mel” 


| saw that he had several cuts and one, across his stomach, was bleeding like a volcano of blood. 
"You are asking me to... 


"Pretend to be me? Hell yeah! We do look alike! Please! Do this for the sake of a dead psychologist!" | pleaded 
jokingly. | thing | hadn't stopped joking even when | died. 


He took the documents and threw them inside my house through an open window, that he managed to close. He 
also went to a public telephone, in which | heard him say: 


"Hello, I'm here to tell that there was an accident on Mean Street, near number bbb. | knocked a drunk 


homeless that ran towards my van Yes, we both are injured." 


From here on, | just remember waking up in heaven, because | completed my time in hell already. 


T.n.T (Terror 'n' Tinseltown) 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know för höw löng I'll have time, sö here göes anöther chapter! Enjöy it! 


Allister's POV 


Ah, before he starts to talk, his name is Tommy, okay?! | forgot to tell you! 


Yes, he will. 
So, going back to our story.. 


| was a young dude. IB sharp! Incredibly, it was from my birthday on that the problems began in my house and 


then at my social life, and then | knocked a crazy lil dude down on a desert street. 


That day was hard for me or for anyone to bear. Began with me falling from bed and hurting my head. Ultra 
nice way to start them day! Then my mom had gotten mad with my sis because she was dating a "thrashy 
man’ and began to yell at us all, because "we were all reckless and from a time on, everybody would 


remember that he had alerted us" 

Then my dad fought me because | had been wearing long hair, makeup, blah blah blah. He actually hit me, and 
that hit me emotionally. | was unstable psychologically now and when upstairs to steal some of my sis clothes 
and makeup, but she found it and immediately told dad. 

In a hurry, | jumped into the van with the clothes on my hand. | changed clothes inside it! 


Got in a fight in the bar, my girl dumped me..dude, it was hellish and the deuces were wild. 


| went down a real straight street, but it was desert so | stepped onto the gas pedal and had a little 


adrenaline..until Allister came running towards me and HE hit the car. 


He hadn't stopped joking when | setting things for him. He wanted me to substitute him and play him as a 
doctor. | was drunk, so | accepted. As | called an ambulance | noticed | was all scratched and cut, and there was 


one that was bleeding too much. | could have died. 


While | spoke to them, | heard Allister stop his jokes and finally resting. | had just hung up when he passed 
away and my heart sunk. "I did that. | killed him. Why he had died, not me? ". Those were my thoughts. 


The ambulance came and | was almost passing out of weakness. | remember being put inside the ambulance and 
they shouting something like "his pulse is going away!" "More blood, please" "can't you see we are out of 
bloodl?". 

The next thing | remember is opening my eyes and seeing the most beautiful face | had ever seen, pale ivory 
skin, reddish lips (not actually red, but..you knowl), amazing long black hair and a stunning pair of green eyes 
that were gazing at me. | thought he was an angel, but he couldn't be, so | guessed he was a black angel who 
fell to earth. 

"You okay, Mr. Bass? Feeling better?" 

What a melodic voice. Not a single bit husky! 

"Hum. guess so..mr.." 

"James Nicholas, but you can cal me Jimmy..or Nikki, if you like." 


He began the sentence in a good mood and ended almost like a threat. "Better calling him Nikki to save my neck’ 


| thought. 
A Poor soul | was. 


"You had a real bad cut on your abdomen. It's a miracle that it didn't affect your intestines and, if had an 
erection, the head of your penis. But you bled a lot, and because of that you felt weak and really almost died." 


Was that a joke? 
"Thanks for taking care of me, dr. Nikki" 
He sat beside me on my hospital bed. 


‘Oh, you're welcome, my dear." He ran the back of his hands across my cheek and | instinctively closed my 


eyes, enjoying his caresses. 
But then..,BANG! BANG! And several people screaming! 


Dr. Nikki and | had our moment cut. Okay okay, just | was enjoying it, he acted normally. 


He went to the door, but in a sly way. It felt like he knew how to react when near gunshots, as if it was 
familiar.. Then he peeked and saw what happened. 


"Mr. Bass, one of our nurses was killed in the corridor." 


Slice of your Pie 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know héw löng will | be able tö Update this daily.itts becéming hard. Please Understand me! Bat while | 
have time, HAVE FUNI 


Nikki's POV 


Neil was dead. The newbie of the crew was shot two time in the chest. For what | could see, the shots came 


from a dark room near where he was looking at someone's exams. Poor soul. 


| went back to Thomas’ room. He was shocked with everything that was going on. | told him what had 
succeeded and he quivered in fear. That made my blood boil in desire of hurting him, | don't know why. 


"Everyone, lock your windows and doors! The assassin is inside the building yet!" Said Mary, the chief of the 


nurses. 
"Will we be okay, dr. Nikki?" Said Thomas, in a cute and afraid voice. This was turning me on slightly. 
"| guessed yes. Especially you, my dear. He won't do a thing to you." 


| was sitting beside him on his bed and | said these words looking at the monitors, but | felt his hand holding 


my arm. | abruptly moved my arm and looked at him. He was crying yet smiling, saying: 
“Thanks dr. Nikki" 
| will never understand how he has such a sort of feelings. | was just: happy, sad, mad. 


But one thing | knew. The murderer wouldn't lay a finger on him, because he was already my next prey. How | 
wanted a slice of that delicious piel 


“Attention please. You won't be able leave the building until the police finds the element. The hospital workers 


are also included in this alert" 
| had even more time to spend with my prey. "This is going to be fun!" | thought. 


"Hum.Mr. Bass, can | share the room with you? | don't have too many friends here and you seem a pretty 


nice guy." | asked. 


"Sure! Come here! We can share the bed too. | won't let you sleep on the floor. And like that we can take care 


of each other, since there's a murderer around” He said in high spirits. He was stil young, even to understand 


that there were two murderers around. 

| climbed up and laid with my back facing him. We were beginning to fall asleep when another alert came out. 
"Attention please. Neil's body disappeared, which means that the element is still here. Take care." 

Thomas began to shiver. 

"What's the matter?" 

"tm not going to lie. I'm ultra afraid of him!" 


He started to cry and sob like a little kid. | spooned him and held him closer. Damn the touch of his skin! | 


couldn't wait to cut it in so many angles, depths, hear his screams..ah, my serial killer side! 
‘lm here to have your back. He won't hurt you, | promise." 
He held my arms and drifted to sleep. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


The next day | woke up first and with the worst morning wood | had ever had. Jacked off in the bathroom and 
sat on the chair to read my book. 


But the highest point of the day was around 11:00, when he asked me: 

"Do you think its the XX Killer? He is always doing this kind of things here in Hollywood" 

| felt a pinch in my heart. He was going too far, but | hadn't marked him yet. 

"| don't think so. He hadn't the scar, which is XX Killer's signature. He was also killed by gunshots, and the guy 
woul never use a gun, he prefers knives. It was a subtle action, not pompous and ritualistic." | said, almost 
scientifically 

Thomas gazed at me. 

"You really do know a lot about him. How?" 


| had to lie. | felt the pressure upon me and that made me mad, but | retained myself. 


"| made the autopsies of the victims." 


That night | put Valium in his vains, for him to sleep like a rock. | pulled out my knife and marked his left 
shoulder. Ah, the skin being cut, blood going out.it was already time for me to do something! 


But there was something different about Thomas. It was like | tried to hurt him, but | couldn't. In order to 
stop him from bleeding, | sucked the area, drinking his blood. | was turned on with the scene of his bare back 
and the double X on his shoulder, but also the marks of suck around the cut. 

The beginning of a new thing | didn't know what it was. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


The next night, my third one sharing the bed with the best prey | had ever had, | was spooning him as always, 
feeling his breath and blood pressure working its magic on my body, making me want to hurt him, when | saw 
a blonde guy running across the room. 

"Who are you and where do you think you are going?" | said, not moving myself. 

"Shut up or Il." 

| turned and saw that he was wearing Neil's clothes, so | presumed that he was the killer. 

"You will do what?" 

"Kill you, of course!" 


| laughed madly. My assassin side was on a high peak. 


"Try and stop me from asking you questions. | just wanna know your name and why you killed Neil, and I'll tell 


you something really nice about me, too. | won't tell the cops, neither will you.” 
He sighed. | could see that he wasn't a bad guy. 


"He was going out with my girl! That motherfucker! | couldn't hold my will of killing him. And my name is Vince 
Wharton." 


"Nicel So you killed him because he was fucking your girlfriend?! New standards." 
"And you, who are you? And how do | get away?" 
"The window is open. l'm Nikki Sixx, but you can call me XX Kiler if you want" 


| smiled so madly that he ran away in despair. | only hoped that Thomas was asleep enough not to have heard 


that. 


She goes down 


Author's Notes: 
| knéw my last öne was a shit, becaüse | tried tö write quickly, but Now | learned my lessén and here it is! 


Tommy's POV 


| was laying there, beside him when the nurse's killer darted into our room. | listened to the whole conversation 
and my heart froze when | heard that Dr. Nikki was the XX Killer. | was there, really close to him and he did 
nothing. | was feeling an itching on my shoulder since the day before, but at that very moment | preferred to 


remain still. 
We woke up to the sound of the alert. 


"Attention please. You all can go home now. The killer was caught by the police last evening when he tried to kill 


his girlfriend. Sorry for the nuisance." 


Dr. Nikki was already sitting when | was trying to get up. He looked at me with a smile plastered on his face, 


but now | could see paranoia in his eyes, however, | had to go on with my playing. 


He got up of the bed and looked at my exams and so on. He was still smiling, but there wasn't paranoia now. 


How strange. He looked at me and said: 
"Can | take a look at you? To see if the cut is okay." 


| was embarrassed now, because beneath the hospital clothes, | was wearing nothing. Not even underwear, 


especially because | don't use frequently. But | nodded and lifted the cloth. 


There was |, naked and with Dr. Nikki touching my belly, right beneath the belly button. That sent shivers down 
my spine, and when | thought that a serial killer was touching me, my heart was pounding. It wasn't love, it 


wasn't fear, so what was it? 


‘Okay, Mr. Bass, you can go home indeed. Just drop by here next week to remove the stitches, but thats with 


the surgeon, not me." He looked down when he said the last part. He seemed somewhat.lonely. 
"Excuse me, but what kind of doctor are you., dr. Nikki?" 


"Emergency. l'm always the one who has to do all the dirty and painful job." The paranoia came back in his eyes 


mixed with loneliness and anger. | had to go. 


"I'm sorry for asking, but thank you very much! You saved my life!" 


| was about to shake his hand when he hugged me tightly. | can swear, | heard him saying "please, don't go 
away" in a really muffled sound. But then he said. 


"| didn't save your life, you saved yourself because of your own faiths. l'm just a tool that can help saving or 


killing" 


The psychopath was back He was completely unstable. | caught my things, got dressed and went to my new 
home, so to say, Allister's. 


| arrived there and the first thing that | did was look my image in the mirror. | noticed a scar where it was 


itching. There it was, his mark The double X. | was the next. 


But | went to read about Allister's life and academic issues. After | knew his acts by heart, | began to read a 
file that was left above his desk. It read in capital letters and in red: 


NIKKI SIXX 
THE XX KILLER 


| discovered that his next appointment was the day after MY stitch appointment. That sent me another shiver 


down the spine and a new rhythm to my heart. The last part's remained unknown for a long time. 
As | was deepening in the subject of his life and mind, | kept finding myself thinking: 


"If he always marks someone and kills at their next encounter, why hadn't he killed me when he had the 


chance?" 


Was | special? Was | his only exception? Did he feel something for me? Or was | just with Stockholm 


syndrome? 


Just go away 


Author's Notes: 
Again, I'm sorry för the delay. (Séme öf the things you read here, like bréken hearts and léneliness, are real 


experiences. l'm nöt the XX Killer, but I'm a lénely heart just like Nikki). Sö dudes. HAVE FUNI 


Nikki's POV 


When | hugged Thomas, it was like | was meant to be there, in his arms. | felt comfortable and something | 
never felt before that even up to date | don't know what it was. My heart was broken just of the thought of 
letting him go. But then we have the other side.. 


His touch was haunting me, like as if it was a menace! | wanted this to be over, his existence not to be a 
bother for my darkness kingdom. But yet my body needed him, | was controlling myself not to hurt him before 
the actual murdering ritual. But even if | wanted, | couldn't hurt him! My good side wasn't letting me do so! 
When | tried to hurt him, the good side didn't let him bleed, so he sucked and had fun with leaving love marks 
instead of serial killer ones'! 


| went home that night and had one of the best and worst experiences ever. 


| hadn't gone to any clubs that night, because | would feel the need for killing and | couldn't kill any other 


without eliminating Thomas first. | was sober, then. 


| put a Cheap Trick record on and had some of my tools around me: paper, pens, a pack of cigarettes, a 


switchblade knife and a revolver. 


| sat on my bedroom floor, leaning against my bed, lit a cigarette and inhaled really deeply, feeling the nicotine 
entering my blood. But then the voices began to shout inside my head as | Want You To Want Me began to 


play. 

They said things like 
KILL HIM! 

LOVE HM! 

BREAK HM TO PIECES! 


TRUST HIM! 


YOU ARE MEAN! THINKING ABOUT KILLING A KID! 
HOW FAR HAVE YOU FALLENI?!?! 


As | screamed at the top of my lungs for the voices to stop, | grabbed the knife and made the scar on my 
fist. | wasn't worthy of living, too. | was a demoniac creature who wasn't capable of loving nor being loved. Alll | 


needed was a friend with me then. 


So | wrote a song for the friend | hoped Thomas would have been | missed him already. My psychopath side 
needed him to be him prey and my broken hearted one needed him to heal me. | was going even madder. 


Starry eyes 


When she laughs 

She's got the power of a child in her eyes 

And when you cry now 

She'll hold you like a man's supposed to be held 
| can't get into words how | feel 

Get it right in this song now 

| had to set her free 

Needed a friend 


Come back to me 


Oh starry eyes 
Oh oh 


Standing alone in the light 

You could see her cry 

With a smile and a wink 

And a sparkle in her eyes 

She calmly sighed, | will be alright 
Okay child you've had to take the pain 
Of a man in the streets 

You gotta let me in 

Needed a friend 

Even just for one night 


Oh, starry eyes 
Oh, oh 

Oh no, oh no, oh no 
Oh, starry eyes 
Oh, oh 


The music had stopped ages ago and the voices didn't stop. | was crying like a lil child. | was feeling lonely there, 
lying alone without someone to hold me and tell me how they needed me and how badass | was. That hurt my 
very soul. | felt like a penguin left alone in an iceberg. And the worst part is that | didn't have any drugs with 
me to ease my pain, so | tried to sleep, but then two sentences broke the rest of what was once a man: 


| grabbed my revolver and put it in my mouth. They were right. My father was right about me. If | was 
something good, my mom would have been with me all my childhood instead of sending me to my grandparents. 


| was useless and a no-return case. This was my salvation, but then , when | was pulling the trigger.. 
"DON'T DO IT, MOTHERFUCKER! NOT NOW!" 
It was Allister's voice. | was scared, because that different voice shut the others up. 


| could then finally sleep, thinking about what was it that | was feeling. Was this dependence? Passion? 


Loneliness? Sadness? Depression? Love? 


| had no ideia and no intentions of telling it to anybody. 


Rattlesnake Shake 


Author's Notes: 


Tommy's POV 

The day of my appointment came really fast. Well, not really if you put in a balance having to call every other 
patient of Allister's telling that he had to travel to Seattle to take care of his sick mom. This task plus reading 
about Nikki plus studying how to be Allister is equal to no spare time! And there's even one more thing that | 
had to do: drop by home saying that "lve got a girl and we are living together". 


What? Do you really think I'd just say "Hi dad! | just killed a man, almost died in the accident, was stuck in a 
hospital with my psychopath doctor for three days and now I've gotta act like the psychologist | killedl"? 


During this whole week | was thinking: 

"Am | special?" 

"Why didn't he killed me when he could?" 

"What is it that | feel in my chest when | think about him?" 

"Am | going mad? Am | with Stockholm syndrome?" 

| had to go to the hospital anyway, so why not checking how he's doing?! Not that | would tell him that | knew 
who he was, it's just.passing by and saying a hello, a warm smile and hug, maybe a sweet.. NO, THOMAS! BACK 
TO EARTH! 

| grabbed the most normal clothes that Allister had in his wardrobe. Incredibly everything fit perfectly! 

in the end! Hal And you thought it would be that easy?! 

| looked in the mirror and | saw myself, Thomas Bass. However, there was something different..there was a 
certain light and a certain shadow in my eyes that I've just seen once, and it was in the most beautiful green 
eyes I've ever seen. This situation changed something deep inside me. Maybe it was just responsibility. 

| jumped into my now blood-free van and went to the hospital. On the way there, the song | Want You To Want 


Me, by Cheap Trick popped up on the radio. | couldn't help but thinking about Nikki. He's both a lonely heart and 
a psycho! All he wants is somebody at his side, either for killing or loving. And | thought about it all the way 


there. 

| had my appointment and they said that my stitches had to be changed for new ones and that my flesh 
hadn't healed. My next one was scheduled for the beginning of next month, and this time they would remove 
the strings from my belly. Going out of the room, | came across a little rattlesnake, like the one | saw when 
Allister died, but | frowned and kept my way. The new date was one day after Nikki's appointment with me. 
Speaking of him, | came across Mary, the chief of staff of nurses, and asked her: 

"Hello, Ms. Mary. Is doctor James Nicholas here? | wanted to have a word with him" | blushed involuntarily. 


"Oh sweetie! He didn't come to work today and we don't know why. We phoned his house and no one answered." 


My heart stopped. Was he okay? Had he hurt himself? Or worse, killed himself? I'd just know the next day. 


Are You Ready or Not? 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry för the delaying. HAVE FUNI 


Thomas POV 


| could sleep that night. Was Nikki in danger? Had something terrible happened to him? Or what was really 
troubling me: had he killing himself? 


| arranged everything for him to come, as Allister would do. Inverted pentagrams, skulls, spider webs, 
witchcraft books, and so on. | even tried my best on dressing like him! Converse, thight black jeans, a Ramones 
shirt, bracelets..but there was something missing. 

His eyes were blue! 

| went nuts with my own drift. How could | have forgotten such a thing! | didn't have time to go and buy a set 
of contact lenses, so | did my hair in a way that he couldn't see my eyes. All of that for opening a drawer and 


knowing that HE wore lenses. Now | was the spitting image of him. 


My heart races when | heard the doorbell and | had to push the button to let him in. Was | afraid? Anxious? In 
love? Mad? Only God knows. 


"Hey Allister! I'm herel" 
"l'm going, dude." 


| took a deep breath and stepped outside of the room into the office/studies/living room. He was as handsome 


as he was in the days we spent together. But | could really see he was really worn out. 
"Just from work, huh?! Tired face, white clothes." 

He frowned and nodded. Strange. 

| sat him in the polka dot sofa and | myself sat on the black/blue/pink one. 

"How was your week? Anything new? Have you done the task?" 


He inhaled as much air he could and began. 


"My week was troubled. | tried doing the task, but that drove me nuts. How | have a new prey around that | 
can't kill for absolute no apparent reason. But let's dodge this subject, | don't want to talk about him!" 


| kept like a rock, but inside | was terrified and relieved. He couldn't kill me, but he wanted. And | wanted to 


please him, but | couldn't for, guess what, no apparent reason. 
"So, let's move to your childhood.” 


And we talked about his past. He didn't shed a single tear during the whole session, and we talked about some 
tough stuff. | cried and didn't! But | noticed he kept on messing around something in his right wrist, like trying 
to cover it, but | wasn't going to put him against the wall for such a tiny thing, and he was a killer, it was 
really prudent. 


When he went away, | found myself thinking about him on a 24 hour basis. Dude, this must have Stockholm 
syndrome! But the important part is that | fooled him! 


NNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


After two other appointments, | got to know him pretty well to know about his duels between Good and Evil, 
how to access him, but he still hadn't discovered that it was me, not Allister himself, and | didn't discovered 


what it was with his wrist. 


But the day before MY appointment, | was in a hurry. Just grabbed the first clothes my hand could reach, 
done my hair and he arrived. | went on to greet him, which he quickly responded, but said that he needed to 
change his clothes. 


When he came out, it was the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. Black leather pants and boots, a simple black 
tank top with chains and red leather details, just like his bracelets. His hair done in puff-ball style and, oh my, 
those cherry red lips. They seemed like so full of sin, but so irresistible! 

| moved my bangs to take a better look but he noticed something | didn't: | wasn't wearing the blue lenses. 


"Doctor, do you wear lenses?" He said, like a psychopath, walking towards me in those stiletto high heeled boots. 


"Yeah! | mean." | was terrified. He was centimeters far from me. | was breathing heavily, having THAT man 


that close, even though he was mad. My heart stopped when | felt something: a wall against me, 


| shocked and my loose t-shirt fell to my shoulders, revealing what I've been hiding from him and myself: the 
XX mark | became pale as | looked at my shoulder and saw that it was pretty visible and that | had met my 


match. 


He glimpsed at that and opened a mad smile at me, put me against the wall by putting one hand on it and 


another caressing my hair. | took notice that | was leaning against the inverted pentagram just like a demoniac 


sacrifice. 


"Hello, Thomas. Missed me, babe?" 


Kickstart my Heart 


Author's Notes: 


Nikki's POV 


It was a cloudless night, with little shining stars, a deep dark-blue sky and a marvelous and majestic full moon. 


A great night to chill with your date, enjoy stargazing.but there was |. 


| felt a shiver when | saw that it wasn't Allister. Was | sharing my secrets with a stranger? No way they 


would spread out! But those brown eyes..| had seen somewhere else! 


| walked towards him a pinned him against the wall, that's when | saw the XX Mark and my senses were turned 


off. From now on, | can't remember a thing. 


A beautiful night to waste with an overdose of some neurotransmitter. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN 


Tommy's POV 
If he had had half of the fear | was feeling at that moment, he'd remember everything. 


His green eyes shooting me psycho glimpses that made me freeze. | met my match. | closed my eyes and 
waited for death to come. 


Then | felt some soft thing brushing my lips passionately and in a hurry. | felt his hand getting hold of my 
hair, near the neck and then giving support to my head. My innocent nude lips against his sinful red ones. He 


was staining them with sin. 


| opened my eyes as we parted our lips. How could he manage not to smear red lipstick? He looked perfect! His 


eyes were now sweet, his expression calm and his hair carefully messed. But this didn't last long. 


He went back to my lips fiercely and spun us, so that he could throw me on the strange sofa | used to sit in 
our appointments, and that's what he did. It was an armless sofa, the psychology one, so we were free to 


move whichever direction we wanted. 


He was on top of me, kissing my neck, nibbling and sucking my ear, while | was just panting, trying to hold on to 
something. He then rediscovered the XX Mark and started sucking it, biting it, causing me pain. 


"This is our bond. Don't ever forget it" He said in a low voice, distancing from it and standing between my 


spread legs. 
| was frightened about the mark, but | know what was coming. 


He stripped off, leaving just the black leather pants on, and began to do the same to me. Those big and warm 


hands, wandering down my whole body as he got to see my bare skin. 
"So gorgeous. Just like when you were in the hospital” 


| had completely forgotten about the stitches, the sight | was having..at that moment | decided: | was madly in 


love with him, even if it was the syndrome's symptoms. 


He leaned down and began to lick my torso, which made me laugh nervously. However, he then revealed the 


plan. 


He had one stitch in his teeth sucking it a bit, then he ripped it off in a single yank, and of course liking the 
blood that began to form. 


"Ah---AH!" Was all that you could hear from me in those minutes. He knew how to torture. 


| wrapped my legs around him to be more comfortable and for it not to hurt so much, but it had no effect. 


Every stitch ripped off, | squeezed his waist, making sigh with pleasure. 
When he finished, he looked at me with he mouth full of blood, smiling a psychopath grin. He leaned and kissed 
me, making me taste my own blood. As we kiss, he yanked my pants down to my ankles in one single movement. 


| startled and he opened his zipper, revealing he had the worst hard on I've ever seen. 


He positioned himself between the pants in my ankles and me, putting my legs in his shoulders. | started to cry. 
Was | going to be raped? 


"Can |, Thomas?" He said in a clear, respectful and sweet way. His expression had changed from a psycho to a 


loving heart. 
"| don't know. You change every five seconds! How will | know that | won't be raped?" 
He put his hand in my cheek, making it dirty with blood. 


"Because | love you hopelessly. I'm madly in love with you! You're the only one that can save me!" He had tears 
in his eyes, he was speaking the truth. 


Allister's ghost was right behind him, and was smiling at us. Maybe that's the way it should be. 


| mirrored him and said 

"I don't know if it's Stockholm syndrome, and | don't wanna know, but | love you, too." 

For the first time, we shared a real kiss, enjoyed by both, full of feelings and lovely sensations. 

He got up and repositioned me, and this time it all happened. | could feel his warm member going inside me, 
causing us a electrical shock of pleasure in us two. He began to move, slowly at first and a little faster and a 
lot deeper, then. We both were moaning like hell, but | was missing something: the sin on his lips. 

| let my legs fall and straddled him again, and got up in a way that seconds later | was riding him, and tasting 
those sins in his mouth. Our fuck lasted until we were too tired to continue, because none of us wanted this 
moment to end, but it finished with his warm load being spilled inside me and he collapsing on top of me, 
exhausted. We slept together, holding each other, and it was the best moment | have ever experienced. 

It was the first time that | felt complete. Okay, I'm not talking about my hole, dude, I'm talking about the heart. 
| felt good in his arms, and | wanted to be there forever. | had had a fuck with the cruelest killer of the entire 
LA, but | discovered that true love exists, and it lies in the strangest places and moments. 

"Nikki, | think | should change my name." 

"Why?" 

| was stained with sins. Thomas, the straight boy died in the process." 

"Then be Tommy, my lover and partner in crime" 


Nikki's POV 


| LIED! | remember declaring my love for Tommy and everything after, | just wanted to give a suspense 
atmosphere! 


NNNNN NINN 


Allister's POV 
With that, my visions came true. Nikki's heart calmed down, two people blah blah blah... 


Oh, shit! | just had another! 


Dude! This is going to be a thrilling thing! Haha, just wait. It's worth it! 


A Sailor Lost in Sea 


Author's Notes: 


Nikki's POV 


That night | slept on top of Tommy and dreamed the most painful thing ever. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


We were all in a surgery room, Tommy, Allister and |. He was healing the stitches’ injures as the little dude 
cried litters of tears. | approached to help him out but he shove me away, claiming that | had hurt him both 
physically and emotionally and that he didn't want even to look at my face and that | could die alone that it 


wouldn't even bother him. 


He was right. | was an ill-minded one. | just turned around and opened the door, crying. There was no corridor, 


but an immense sea. | looked back and said: 
"If that's what you think, love..” 
And jumped in the immensity, drowning on my own flaws. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


| woke up and felt his slender fingers through my tousled hair. It could have calmed my heart if it was any 


other day, however after such a dream, it had no effect. 


| got up and searched for my hospital clothes. Tommy sat and asked why | was in such a hurry and that made 
me shiver to the bones. | got hold of my own wrist and gazed at its mark, holding it near my chest, and then 


lying to the one | care most: 


"| don't want to be late, and nor you to be late for your appointment.” Tears rolled down from my eyes. | was 
rotten inside. 


"Oh yeah! | completely forgot about it, dude. Thanks man!" 
We got dressed and he served me breakfast in which we didn't talk much, nothing besides small talk about last 


night. Even though I'd done some bad things to him, when | actually kissed his lips, with my real feelings, that 
hit me like a blow. | was afraid of what might happen to the sweet boy in front of me if | stick around for a 


little bit more. 
"My appointment is the first of the day. Wanna jump into my car and get a hitchhike?" 


He said, smiling as if | was the Prince Charming, but no, l'm just the XX Killer, someone who could at anytime 


end with his joyful life. 

“That's an offer | can't turn down" 

His van had a radio system, and | Never Cry, by Alice Cooper started to play. | began to sing along, a bit 
theatrically too, but the thing happened when a light went red. | grabbed his hand and placed it onto my chest, 


making him look straight into my watered and ready-to-cry eyes and sang the verses: 


"My heart is a virgin 
It's never been tried " 


But in the next verses, instead of "never crying’, | let a tear roll down. He dried it with his index finger and a 


warm smile. But the light turned green and we continued. | wasn't able to ask him to " break a heart of stone". 
There, we parted ways with a handshake and a half-hug. Professional issues. | saw him going to his 


appointment as | had to work thinking about him and how | could never lay my hands on him or see him again, 


in order to save him. 

| listened to a part of his talk with the doctor: 

"Why are your stitches gone?" 

| saw that my skin had healed, and | had a nervous breakdown, so | tore them off." 
"Your luck was that it had healed, but it was really imprudent." 

"I know. It won't happen anymore" 

"Specially because you're liberated" 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


It was that. | was imprudent, could have breakdowns easily and what happened yesterday wouldn't happen 
anymore. That was what both thought! But it was better, because like that he would be safe. | returned to my 


room and worked. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


End of shift and | was going home, finally. But then | saw Tommy sitting in the waiting room. 
"So. Let's go?!" He cheered up. 

"Where?" 

"ll take you home. C'mon!" 


| wasn't able to turn this down. | got into the car and showed him the directions to my house. | was thinking 
"had he waited this long just to take me home?" But had no courage of saying. 


"Its here. Thanks for driving me home. See yal" 

"You're welcome, love! See yal" 

He went away, and | could see my drunk friend Bob fighting, but | was too tired to figured out with whom. 
"Hey Bob. Who's the guy?" 

"None of your business!" 


| entered and when straight to bed, to try to calm my heart down from all the things Tommy did to it. 


Without You 


Author's Notes: 
It's just öne more! And then the epilögues, öf course! 


Nikki's POV 


| was confused. | was wanting Tommy to have a great and happy life, but | also wanted him to stay by my 
side, and both wasn't possible. | wanted to kill him, but what's the point on being a serial killer who also wants 
suicide? 

| needed time on my own. No therapy, since my doctor was the guy who was giving me sleepless nights. | 
couldn't work the previous week, due to broken heart, mind and everything. It was around one month in pure 
pain. Drugs and alcohol tried to masquerade the turmoil sensation | was having, but it never grew out of the 


"tryi ng" area. 


| wanted to know what the actual fuck was going on! Why had | kissed him? Why had | sang | Never Cry to 
him? Why had he taken me home that day? WHY HAD | BEEN THINKING OF HIM? 


| looking constantly at the mark on my right wrist, remembering the words | said: 

This is our bond. 

If only he knew what kind of bond was that.. 

| looked at my reflection and saw that my hair dye had worn off. | was blonde again. The perfect dream guy of 
the great majority of girls. | only wanted this beauty to be inside, to be inner beauty..not this shitty image 
that doesn't match the actual me. I'm Nikki trapped in a Frankie form right now! | teased the hair up a little 


for me not to remember the past. 


| heard the doorbell. | thought it was the police, or the neighbours, or Jehovah's Witnesses..anyone. Anybody 
but him. 


| answered and there he was. 


Tommy. With his marvelous brunette hair done in a loose ponytail, with his starry eyes, with his looks that kill, 
with the smile of a little kid.pure and innocent. 


"Hil How are you doing?" He burst out as | opened the door for him. 


"Fine. Have a seat" | said quite emotionless. 


He sat on the tiny sofa of my tiny house, looking at my tiny figure who must have looked like a tiny piece of 
shit who had been smashed by a big truck. 


"You dyed your hair, didn't ya?" He asked, trying to cheer me up. 

"Nah. The colour faded away, revealing this shit! 

"Don't talk like that! IHs beautifull 

"Hts horrible! | have to tease it up so that it's acceptable!" | was a mix of fear and anger. 


"Take a look." He untied his mane and revealed for the first time his cascade of chocolate curls. "This is a shit 
to take care and to look! Your hair is wonderfull." 


He was stunning. Tears began to form because of my thoughts about both his pure mess and.. 


"At least you can stare at yourself in the mirror and not remembering of your worst nightmare" The tears 
rolled down 


He held my hand, looking up caring 

"Can | meet him? Frankie?" He asked. 

"| don't know if | can go back and feel that all again." 
"| NEED to meet him. Please, Nikki" He begged 


| went upstairs to go back on being my worst, but | trusted Tommy more than anyone, he knew what he was 


doing. 

Tommy's POV 

When Nikki came back, he was an angel. Blonde hair combed and brushed like a member of The Sweet, a plaid 
shirt and flare jeans. Not mentioning that he had no makeup and his glasses on. | had never known that he 
wore them. 


| stood up and held him by the waist in a loving moment. 


"Hello, Frankie. You're stunning!" 


He blushed and his hands found home against my chest. 
"Thanks, but its you who is handsome here. l'm just a lonely geek!" 


Even though | was surprised with how different he was when he was younger, | was beginning to love him 
even more. | lifted his chin and placed a sweet kiss in those lips. The sinful red ones were gone, now they were 


almost untouched. 


He startled at first, but then answered to the kiss. | deepened it and he smiled, finding himself in heaven just 
for being there, in my arms. Sooner than | thought, he wrapped a leg around my waist and pulled me closer. | 


broke the kiss to ask him. 
"Do you want to go upstairs? To the bedroom?" 


He once again startled, noticing what he had done, but then calmed down and nodded. | carried him there in a 


bridal style, placing little kisses on the top of his head. 


When we reached the messy room, | laid him on the bed and crawled on top of him, kissing his neck, collar 
bone, jaw, sucking the earlobes.anything that could heat the thing up. He moaned a little, but in a cute way. His 


legs were still around me, pulling me closer. How could he be so cute? 


We began to undress so that we could feel each other. And things grew hotter, and when we noticed, | was 


preparing him with my fingers. 
"Could you ride me?" 
"How do | do it?" 


And then | positioned him, so that he would sit on my pulsating cock. When he actually did, he let out a high 
pitched moan mixed up with a loud yell. | tried to calm him down by kissing his hands, but then | saw the XX 


Mark on his wrist. 

"What is this?" 

"Hum..the XX Mark." He was still trying to recover the breathing. 

"You, Nikki and | are threatened by him. He wanted to kill this body because its mind couldn't stop thinking 


about you. He grew depressed and decided to kill himself because of the constant thoughts of you. So the mark 
is really the bond, but OUR not YOURS." He said amidst moans. 


When he held on to my shoulders, our marks connected and | understood what he had said. We are meant for 


each other, here, there and everywhere and that's a fact. 


| loved him fearlessly and in a sweet and caring mood, until we both were exhausted, lying on bed beside each 


other. 
"Thanks. No one has ever loved me! And you did it! | feel good, loved. 
" | did nothing but what my true feelings told me to." 


We slept the whole night in a warm hug. | was holding him as if he would vanish away anytime. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


Nikki's POV 

| woke up in Tommy's arm and then remembered that | left my Frankie side take over a a little. 
"Good morning, love" 

"Good morning, Tommy." 

"With whom am | talking with now? Hahahahahaha" 


"Nikki. Frankie died in peace yesterday. His reason of living was trying to find someone that could love him, and 
you made his soul finally rest" 


He seemed down a little, because he didn't understand that it was a metaphor. | felt as if there was just one 


thing threatening my peace of mind and | had to treat it in a special way, but I'd need my prey to help me so. 
"Tommy, let's end up this fuckery of XX Killer?" 

"OF course!" 

"But lIl need your help for one major final act" 


"| already knew that. l'm ready." 


Time for Change 


Author's Notes: 
The end, at last! Such a great journey throughéut their minds! | hdpe yöu enjöy this chapter as müch as | did 


Allister as narrator 


They were in a motorcycle, darting through the streets of West Hollywood being followed by some police cars. 
Tommy was holding Nikki, making it the best moments of their lives, by the combination of: love, rock'n'roll and 


trouble. They seemed a Hard-Level Bonnie and Clyde. 


Nikki had his black hair being blown by the wind, as well as Tommy's now-black mane of curls. They were 
laughing out of happiness as the sounds of the cars in a frenetic chase disturbed some neighborhoods in which 


the duo passed through. It was the last time they would be hearing this. 

"They are getting too close, honey!" Said Tommy in his lover's ear. 

"So lets play a little. Fucking hold on me! Haha!" Said Nikki, as he rode their runaway vehicle. 

That's what they were: runaways. Since the word spread that the XX Killer was going to do his last murdering 
and he even told the police the exact place for a meeting and the beginning of a chase, and that he had a 
hostage, their lives were given a new purpose. 

Nikki opened up to the hospital staff with a letter of goodbye left by an old friend of his: Vince, the nurse's 
assassin. In it, he said that had killed the actual Dr. James Nicholas in a misunderstanding and tried to take 
care of his innocent patients, but couldn't keep that any longer. However, he kept all the stuff he used to 
carry around, like syringes, stethoscope and things of the kind 

Tommy also left a letter, but this time to his family, telling them his adventures since he accidentally killed an 
innocent psychologist and fell in love with the most dangerous serial killer of their time. He told them all his 
true feelings, love and anguish, his thoughts and wishes for them to be happier from now on. 

"We are getting close to our destination" Said Nikki, as they approached an old church. 

"A church?" 


"Yeah. I'll see!" 


At this point, police had lost track of them, but they still had to be quick. They entered all dressed in leather 


and Tommy said a quick prayer as Nikki just stormed in. 

"Shall we confess, my love?" Nikki said with a grin 

"Okay, but why?" 

"For our sins to be forgiven when we hit either Heaven or Hell, which I'm pretty sure we'll get to" 
They entered in the tiny wooden cabinet and sat side by side, holding hands. 

"Hey, priest. We need to confess!" Nikki yelled. 

‘I'm sorry, | was, huh." 

"BOB! BOB DEAL! WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING HERE?!?l?!" Stormed Nikki. 

"Huh..who's him?" Tommy asked, completely confused. 

"He's my friend, from the bars and clubs. How did you end up here?" 


"Remember that fight? In front of your house? Well, that was Priest Mick, who sadly passed on after so many 


drunk punches, so here | am." 
"Pretending to be him? | know the drama pretty well" Said Tommy sarcastically. 
"I cut the long story short, so that's what you need to do. What do you have to confess? You first, little boy." 


"| fought my family, but | love them dearly. | killed a man and that made my world upside down and that's why 
| can't go back to my family's home, I'd be too much ashamed. So | did as the dead psychologist told me to, | 
pretended to be him after | went out of the hospital, where | met Nikki. Then | knew he was the XX Killer, but 
it was too late, | was madly in love with him. | tried to make him feel better, but there's no other way. And 


I'm going mad with the pain" Tommy gave his speech and ended facing down. 


"As for me, | was never a normal kid, my assassin side just showed up when | needed money, so | turned 
myself into a hired murderer. That went out of control after | killed a doctor instead of a dealer and had to be 
him. | killed several people, but only one of the chosen ones could get away with no injures, and that's Tommy. 
But he had awakened some sentimental side in me, that made me love for the first time, but my past is 


haunting me too much." 
"Finished?" Said Priest Mick, or Bob Deal if you prefer. 


"Not quite" said Nikki, facing Tommy. 


| don't think | ever asked anyone this, but here | am. Thomas Bass, or Tommy Lee due to Allister's middle 
name, you're the only one for me, the reason for the sun to shine out, and for the nights done grow cold. 
You're the one | want to hold now, and the only one | want to grow old with, if that's possible." Nikki started 
and Tommy's eyes were filling with tears. 

| don't think marriage would suit us well. Too normal for crazy lovers! But a bloody union would, turning us 
into things from couple to partners in crime. So my question is: do you want to be with me for the rest of 
your days?" He asked, as Tommy cried with so many emotions inside him. 


"Of course | would, Nikkil" 


"So | will unite you both. Grab a knife, Nikki, please. Frank Carlton Serafino Ferrana Jr. or commonly known as 


Nikki Sixx, would you like having Tommy forever by your side?" Said the priest. 
"Yeah, | do." 


Nikki, with a ornamented dagger, made a cut in Tommy's left ring finger, similar to an actual ring. "| swear that 


Ill love you forever, even if my days end, my love for you will stand strong!" 
"Thomas Bass, or known as Tommy Lee, would you like having Nikki forever by your side?" 
"yes of course!" 


He passed the blade to his lover, who did the same. "I swear I'll take care of you with all my heart, doesn't 


matter where we are. If | die, I'll keep taking care of you as an angelic ghost." 


Their blood was mixed in the blade of the dagger, showing their so longed union. Each of them licked a little and 
tasted the mix of blood samples, that represented them as a single entity now. 


"Now, you can kiss each other." 


They walked out of the confessions cabinet and onto the central corridor of the church. The police was getting 


closer, they could sense and hear. 
Each one of the two had a dagger in a hand, while with the free hands were being hold together. 
"Are you ready, love?" 

"For you, I'd go through the darkest hell” 

"Can | ask you one last thing?" 


"Be quick, Nik" 


"Please..break this heart of stone!" 


Tommy answered to his pleading by placing the most passionate kiss they had ever seen. All the emotions going 
through their veins made that moment unique, and, as asked, the heart of stone was broken, and it was 


beating for one person only: Tommy. 


That night, the sacred floor of the church was stained with blood even before the police entered. There laid 
the two so-long-hurt young men, but that at the very end, could find what they sought: real love. 


Epilogue | - We've kicked some ass 


Author's Notes: 

| came back för more! 

Allister's explanation 

Another whole chapter about me?! I'm getting important here, huh! 

What do you want? For me to explain my visions and so on? Okay, you fellas! The shit is already donel 


I've got here with me a list with the question some people from up here had. Let's see if it's the same of 


yours. 
FIRST: why had Nikki turned into a psychopath!? 


| had came up with three conclusions, hadn't |? The first and most scientific is that his father, being a 
runaway and so on, passed these genes to him inconsistently, making Nikki have a tendency to be such. The 
second and most rational was that he used to be a punk, so he took up those influences and incorporated into 


his troubled being. The third and most emotional is that he couldn't stand being hurt all the time, and he had 
to build something to prevent that from happening, but as he had no idea how, he did this way. 


What do | think now? The three of them together! 
SECOND: what did you mean by "calming his heart’, "two people laughing" and things like that? 


Calming his heart was the moment when he declared his love for Tommy, as Two People Laughing stands for 


the motorcycle ride in which they were running from the police. The others are similar to this. 
THRD: why Tommy pretended to be you? 


So that he would see Nikki every week and save him from madness? | knew at the time he knocked me down, 


that he was the guy in my visions, and | couldn't let him slip through my fingers! 
FOURTH: where had Vince and Bob came from ? 


Vince is a mommy's pretty boy who decided to rebel. Began to drink, do drugs, fuck whores .. But he really 
loved that girl and when Neil fucked her, this dude went insane! After he got in jail, he was bailed off by his 
rich friends, but could never forget meeting the XX Killer. 


As for Bob, known as the Mars Guy, is a drunk dude who had troubles with girlfriends getting pregnant. When 
a priest came to talk shit of his lifestyle, he killed him. After the sobriety kicked in, he regretted every single 
punch, so he went to cover him in the church. 


FIFTH: was that really you in Nikki's head when the voices started? 


Yeah. I'm a fiend, so | can sneak among other demons who trouble people's lives and minds. With that and 


knowing that everything would be just fine, | had to vanish the suicidal idea, so that'll what | did. 
SIXXTH: why hadn't you given the two lovebirds privacy when Nikki discovered the whole thing? 
Haha! Here we've got two things. 


One- | had to assure Tommy that Nikki wouldn't hurt him. 
Two- the century event! | had to take a look! A good look! 


SEVENTH: were those dreams real? 


Yeah and nope. Yeah | was there, he was there and our souls did have contact, and no because | designed all 


thing for him to feel how it is to hurt someone they love, like that he wouldn't do this to Tommy. 

EIGHTH: do you have any involvement in the part where Tommy waits for Nikki's shift to end? 

| sneaked into his mind and just suggested this. He decided doing this out of his own loving heart. 

NINTH: who exactly is Frankie? 

Frankie is the allusion to innocent Nikki. He still lived inside him, because his "arch" wasn't completed. To stop l'm 
from being the sad and lonely, Tommy had to end this arch by making him feel loved, and he got that nuance. 
When they woke up, Nikki was sure he didn't want to spend his lifetime killing, but living his eternity beside him. 
TENTH: why hadn't you done a thing to stop them from killing each other? 


Oh, motherfucking shit! Can't you understand a fucking metaphor? | can't believe you fell for that?l?l?! 


ELEVENTH: was that a spoiler? 


And | Say We Are Still Kicking Ass 


Author's Notes: 
Now it's finished. Please, cémment. This eternity nöt reading your reviews is killing mel 


Common Narrator. 

"Nikki! Have you seen the eyeliner???" 

"Yeah, babe. I'm using it right now. Try Vince's." 

"Nobody's gotta use my makeup. You guys are sick and I'm afraid of getting your germs!" 

"There goes one more episode of Vince, the Diva" 

"Shut up, Mick" 

They were all at the backstage of Whiskey a Go Go. All the four sinner sons of LA. They were more than a 
group, they were a family. And a crazy family indeed. They were Mötley Crue, the rocking triad incarnated in 
four guys with different ages, backgrounds, but they were all connected. Without each other, they'd be lost. 
Franklin Ferrana died happily for being loved, giving a new chance for Nikki Sixx to be happy, too. 

Thomas Bass was slaughtered by the sins he got in touch with, but Tommy Lee had yet a new path to follow. 
Vince Wharton was still a jailbait behind bars, but Vince Neil was a free soul lacking good times. 


Bob Deal was found dead guilty for his own actions, but Mick Mars swore to be a better man. 


They all left their old selves in the past, but they honored the ones that had hit the floor with no life due to 
their actions. But how did they all found each other? 


Simplest thing ever. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN 


After the loving Union of Nikki and Tommy, they desquised themselves as monks, and pretended to be 


rehearsing a Gregorian chant. The cops didn't even suspect, but inside Nikki's mind, there was a new idea. 


"What if we form a band?" He said to his lover after they got home, so to say, Allister's house. 


"Good, perfect! But how will we form a band with no guitar player or singer?" 
‘I've got an idea You'll love it, my dear." he kissed his lips before telling him the plan. 
Nikki was a good son of Los Angeles. He knew every single street of every single block. He found Bob and Vince 


in the blink of an eye. And they style clicked right away. Sooner than expected, they were having gigs all 


around the town. 

"And now ladies and gentlemen! The sickest, sleaziest, dirtiest motherfucking band in the world! Mötley Cruel” 
And they started playing Take Me To The Top, a real wish of theirs. They were all drunk and high on every 
single drug your dirtiest brain part can recall. However, they were having the hell of a good time. Most of the 
new album's songs were about Sixx's adventures with Tommy. On with the show and Public enemy I+ are just 
some examples. 

They were playing Live Wire when an AC/DC fan shouted at them. 

"YOU BUNCH OF FAGGOTS! GO AWAY AND LEAVE THIS TOWN FOR THE REAL MEN!" 


Nikki got enraged. And we all know what Nikki does when he hits this stage of mind. 


He unstrapped his bass and hit the guy's neck back with his stripped axe. The poor fellow hit the floor 


immediately, unconscious. Nikki's lips formed an evil grin, not seen for a long time. 


The band looked at each other. They all had the blood boiling for some reason, but Nikki was not a single bit 
shook with what had happened. 


Vince got off the stage and went to check the guy's vital signs. 
"He's just unconscious. He just passed out" 
"Son of a bitch." Said Nikki with disdain towards the knocked down dude. 


"Knock'em dead, kid. Knock'em dead." Tomorrow began singing, with the same darkness in the eyes that Nikki had 


at the very moment. 
But the had to go on. The guy was in safe hands. 


Yet. 


And have you discovered that it was me all the time, trying to be normal? Yeah. That's me Allister, trying to 


act normally, but.l always fail. 


vunnu 


AC/DC fan's POV 

| was knocked down by that fag bassist. When | woke up, | saw their guitarist praying over me. 

"Hey man! What's that for?!" | asked not in my sweet mood 

"Praying for your soul. You may your chances of going to heaven increase if | do such" He said calmly. What? 
"Hello! How are you feeling?! m Tommy, your psychologist now! 

"For what will | need a psychologist?" 


"To calm you down, of course! And for you not to feel so much pain in this process." He was smiling darkly. 
"Hal Your doctor is here!" 


Nikki arrived and kissed Tommy so hard that they were almost making out. | swear | saw Tommy wrap a leg 


around him and moaned. But then their love making stopped and all attention was on me again. 
| was beginning to shiver. | knew what was happening. 


"Hello, my dear, I'm doctor Nikki and | shall give you the right treatment for this disease of yours. Nurse, my 


instruments, please!" His soul was even darker. 


"Here it is sir. Need some help?" Vince appeared with a bag full of medical, torture and erotic instruments. | 
wish | didn't know what they were going to do with me. 


"Yes, mr. Neil. First let's give him a dose of heroin in his veins, as a painkiller. We can also put some grams of 
coke as an anesthesia. You are in the best hands, Mr. Patient. It's a shame that you don't know that” He said 


that to me with a devilish grin. 


As Vince shot those drugs in my veins with all his might, Tommy was chatting like a damned, Mick was still 
praying and Nikki was getting his toys out of the bag. 


l'm grateful that | can't remember a thing that happened before | died. They looked more like a psychotic 


medical crew than a bard! 


| guess that its given a second chance for everyone, but not always they want to change. 
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